Tori 


Author: KurtsGir! 
Bands: Nirvana 
Characters: Kurt Cobain 
Relationships: V/A 
Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Het] 


Updated: Thu Sep 27 2012 10:29:45 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Cashier at the Seven Eleven 


Author's Notes: 
Tori is a fictional character. 


This is inspired by late 1180s Kurt when he was poor and just starting his band. 


The cashier at the Seven Eleven around the corner from Kurt's apartment - she is beautiful. He would go 
there just to peek at her through the cereal boxes at the back of the store and linger there for as long as he 


could without drawing attention to himself. 
On this particular July afternoon, Take It Easy by the Eagles was playing on the radio behind the cash. 


"Hi" she said, ringing through Kurts dish detergent. Tori was the name on her name tag. "Hi," he responded 
quietly, looking away. He stole a glance as she counted the change and was immediately weakened by a longing 
to press his nose against her neck and run his fingers along her collarbone. His eyes descended to the rounded 
curve of her right breast where he could make out the faint outline of a semi-hardened nipple. Instantly, his 


forearms became numb and tingly and his heart skipped. His jeans were suddenly uncomfortable. 


The amused smirk on her face told him she was much more experienced and confident than he was. She had 


seen him looking, but didn't appear to mind. 


"What's your name?" Her dark eyes matched the dark brown bob framing her face. 

‘tm Kurt," he managed, swallowing hard. 

Her hand brushed his as she handed him the change. He smiled broadly, avoiding her intent, confident stare. 
*Do something, you stupid fuck* he told himself. 

"Um, | was wondering if you would come to my show. I'm in a band. We have a show. On Saturday," he 
stammered, finding the courage to meet her eyes. 

"Sure, what kind of music?" 

"Well, it's sort of punk, | guess." He reached into his back pocket and produced a folded copy of a poster he and 
the guys had been putting up around town "This is where it's happening.” 

"Ok, Kurt, I'll see you then 


He wasn't sure how he'd managed to get home. It was a total blur. He was completely high from the memory 
of her touch as he flopped down on his bed and stared at the ceiling. He'd been pining after Tori and now he 
had at least an outside chance of maybe-perhaps kissing her. If she would let him. Fuck, she was so beautiful 
and intimidating. And what would happen if she didn't like his music or found out that he worked as a janitor on 
weeknights? Fuck. What would she want with a drop out like him? He rubbed his eyes and turned on his side to 


look out the window. 


Inevitably, his mind drifted back to Tori's collarbone and the curves that were driving him crazy. The familiar 
tingling sensation enveloped his body. He cupped the crotch of his jeans gently at first and then pressed 
harder, enjoying the glorious sensation between his legs. "Tori" he said quietly. 


